ONE         OF         THOSE         MYSTERIS  S

intervals these emitted a buzz, upon which the operator
announced monotonously : " Line O.K."

The Adjutant drew another little circle on the
celluloid, marked it D.F.5 and relinquished the stump
of pencil.

" That's the last, isn't it ? " he said to the Orderly
Officer.    " I suppose we had better give a final check-
up on the lot.   You read the co-ordinates over again."
Scarcely had they commenced when the bell on the
line to Division sounded.

" Brigade Major on the 'phone, sir," the telephonist
announced, removing his own earphones as he handed
the 'phone to the Adjutant.

" Is that you, Vernon ? " inquired the Brigade
Major. " I've got withdrawal orders for you/'

It was the last thing the Adjutant expected. His
eyebrows shot up in surprise.

" Why, we've only just had a set of new fire tasks
sent down," he said.
" Well, you can scrap 'em."
" Nothing wrong, is there ? "
" If you stay much longer where you are you'll
find out," replied the Brigade Major with a short
laugh.   " You know, you are on the extreme right
of our line.   And your next-door neighbours were the
French."

" What do you mean . . . ' were ' ? "
"That's it.   They've cleared out.    Your flank is
in the air, old fellow.   At any moment the new neigh-
bours may move in : . . Germans.   They're beginning
to outflank you."

" Well, I'm damned," was all the Adjutant could
find to say.

" We've got the orders ready for you here. Will
you send an officer along for them at once ? Sooner
the better," advised the Brigade Major.
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